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and ordered the adjutjiiit to leave liini and lead tlie

regulars in a last elfort against the camp.

It was too late. Johnson's men, singly or in small

scjuads, were already crossing their row of logs; and

in a few moments the whole dashed forward with a

sliont, falling upon the eneniy with hatchets and tlie

butts of their guns. The French and their allies

fled. The wounded general still sat helpless by the

tree, when he saw a soldier aiming at him. lie

signed to the man not to fire ; but he pulled trigger,

shot him across the hips, leaped upon him, and

ordered him in French to surrender. "I said,"

writes Dieskau, "
' You rascal, why did you fim ?

You see a man lying in his blood on the ground,

and you shoot him!' He answered: 'Mow did I

know that you had not got a pistol ? I had rather

kill the devil than have the devil kill me.' 'You

are a Frenchman?' I asked. ' Yes,' he replied; ' it

is more than ten years since I left Canada;' where-

upon several others fell on me and strii)ped me. I

told them to carry me to their general, which they

did. On learning who I was, he sent for surgeons,

and, though wounded himself, refused all assistance

till my wounds were dressed." ^

It was near five o'clock when the final rout took

place. Some time before, several hundred of the

^ Dialogue entre le Murachal de Saxe et h Baron de Dieskau aux

Champs lElystfes. Tliis paper is in tlie Archives de la Guerre, and

was evidently written or inspired by Dieskau himself. In spite of

its fanciful form it is a sober statement of the events of the cam-

paign. There is a translation of it in N. Y. Col. Docs., x. 340.
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